time to hand him another contribution for Kitty, her six-
teenth godchild. She grabbed his sleeve and pulled him back.
"Wait, wait," she said impulsively. "We have a car, we'll
take you to the hospital. Please^ don't thank me, it's really
nothing------"

She climbed into the borrowed car and Joe installed
himself into the rumble seat. Cyril tucked a rug around her
which -she kicked off at once.

" Katzerl will be waiting, but five minutes sooner or later
makes no difference/3 she said happily. " It wasn't easy," she
thought, "but it was worth it. If everything goes well I might
still be able to fly to San Francisco the day after to-morrow
and sing without any rehearsal. But maybe I better stay here
another day, help them over the new beginning and give
Katzerl a few hints how to treat her man. On the other hand,
if they make it up to-night I would only disturb them
to-morrow at breakfast. If they would make it up to-night,
it would be the best thing all around if I took the morning
'plane after all and surprised Charles Goris. " Not even to
herself did Madame admit that she had not cancelled Salome;
she had only cancelled the first three rehearsals, but it ap-
peared that no sacrifice would be necessary. " In the end
I always get what I want," she thought. She looked from
under her eyelashes at Cyril. " You know, I am afraid I like
you very much," she said. He smiled at her and started the
car. " I still can make men do what I want," Madame
thought as she leaned back in the cushions and the car
rounded the corner of Broadway and Fortieth Street. *

After the car had driven off, the street grew emptier and
quieter. All the singers had left, all the fans had gone, only
Robert Marsh was still waiting and Mussolini, reluctant and
grumbling, obeyed orders and remained behind his desk.

*eWhat's this?" Bob asked when a white ambulance car
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